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Summary:
Andrew removes a thorn from his side, takes the neighborhood bicycle for a ride.

Notes:
I am not usually into this sort of thing but I am, however, down horrendous for 2023's Worst Mom Ever™. Don't think too hard about it, I really just wanted to get more content of Mrs. Graves out there.

So here we go, I guess.

(See the end of the work for more notes.)

Work Text:
[You are Andrew.]



You sat on the edge of a bed in a crappy motel, the acrid smoke of a cigarette stinging your trachea as you took the first drag. You flicked your lighter closed as you placed the tool on the nearby dresser, moving the cigarette from your lips and out the window. You never really liked the sensation of cigarette smoke, per se. It served as a final defense for when you had no other distractions, or the thoughts in that messed-up head of yours were stronger. You released the smoke with a long sigh as you turned the cig in your fingers, considering taking a second puff as the creak of an old door caught your attention. You cast your eyes over to the source, suddenly reminded of what all led you to this point. 

The basement of your parents' house darkened as a shifting orb of eyeballs expanded out of a point in the air, as though it were absorbing all light that filled the room. Its warbling voice assaulted your ears as its eyes converged on you, appraising you almost like you were a cut of meat. “...You ARe thE brOtHEr, yeS…?” You backed up a step as it acknowledged you directly, surprised that it took an interest in you over the one that had previously made contact. Speaking of whom, you looked over to her, her fists clenched as she bounced up and down in excitement. Her mouth was contorted into a gleeful, toothy grin. 

“That’s my Andy!” she cooed, hugging your arm and batting her eyelashes at you. You were so, so tired of Andy. It was the name of an entirely different person. A name that belonged in the past, rotting in the sands of time. But as long as she was with you, you had a constant reminder of Andy the doormat, the spineless little boy held at the mercy of a pint-sized psychopath, always fresh in your mind. Every single time she said it, everything she made you do played out in your head. The blue skin, the peeled nails. It was supposed to just be a joke, but the only one laughing was her. Ashley Graves. The source of your family’s problems. “He’s a useless lump of a man, but he’s my useless lump!” Such glowing praise from a girl you’ve continually stuck your neck out for, only for her to stomp on it at nearly every turn. 

“A-Andrew, Ashley, what the FUCK is going on here?!” the voice of an older woman, shaking in fear, caught your attention. You looked in her direction, and she looked towards you in turn. You had… strange feelings regarding your mother. You were always the favorite, there was no denying it.  Her eyes met yours, and you felt her fear, her regret. She was pleading, hoping against hope that there was a sliver of care in your broken, rotten heart.

…and unfortunately for Ashley, there was.

You swiftly kicked Ashley in the pit of her knee, her leg buckling from the sudden shock as a yelp of pain, surprise, and fear left her mouth and you wrapped an arm around her neck and held her right arm back. Years of programming yelled at you to stop what you were doing. That pathetic little boy begged you to stop, with that demoness of a sister he had egging him on. Everything that you’d done since escaping that decrepit apartment would be a waste if you just cut things short here. Her nails dug into your sweater as she struggled to free herself. “A-Andy-?!” You tightened your grip. “F-Fuck, Andrew! What-” 

“...Take her and the old man.” The words lurched out of your mouth, and at that point, you had to live with them. The eye-orb fixes back onto you. It clearly wasn’t expecting this outcome, but it didn’t seem to care much what souls it took. Desperate, Ashley gripped her revolver in her free hand and turned it behind her, pressing the barrel against your temple, but she was met with the sound of the gun’s hammer striking a spent primer. Her hands began to shake and she pulled the trigger several more times, hoping that there’d be a seventh unfired round hiding somewhere. A mirthless smile crossed your face. “I used all of them, or did you forget?”

“S-Shit! Shit, shit, shit!! Did you and that fucking hag plan this?! I knew I couldn’t trust you, Andrew! You were ALWAYS such a fucking bleeding heart! They’re the reason we’re both in this situation, why are you-” her ranting cut into a whimper as you braced your arm with your other hand, tightening the headlock and constricting her throat. 

“...Tar SoUL, yoU wILL bE ComING wiTh Me,” the orb’s inscrutable voice returned as your vision went black. “WE wiLL dO sucH GreAT ThiNGS tOgethER.” Ashley’s (and your father’s, but who really cares about him) screams were cut off as her mortal soul left her body, it going limp and dragging your arm down. Your vision cleared, and you released the still-warm body of your sister. The orb churned for a moment. “...YoU. My taLisMAn iS YoURs. uSE it As YoU May,” its eyes converged on you once again, but this time as though it were looking at a point beyond your body. “yoU bOth aRe LIke hEr. A FrAgmeNT of Tar TakES hOld wITHin yOu. We aLL wiLL mEet AGaIN.” The room’s dim light returns as the orb of gazing eyes seems to compress into a single point before vanishing altogether, the meager glow of a single lightbulb enough to glare uncomfortably as your eyes had adjusted to supernatural darkness. You mentally brushed aside the non-revelation that your and your mother’s souls are dark and twisted like your sister’s and looked over to the woman that you had tied up, her chest heaving rapidly as she struggled to take in adequate amounts of oxygen. This was probably a mistake, but if she tries to sell you out, at least you’ll be alone afterwards.

“...You have no idea how difficult that was,” you said as you knelt behind her, untying the Christmas lights that held her in place. Your heavy body sank to the floor and you buried your face in your hands. You felt a hand on your shoulder followed by a sensation you hadn't felt in… far too long. A hug from your mother. You buried your face in her sweater vest as you tried to fight back your tears. "I was stuck for so fucking long I didn't think I could get unstuck."

"...It's all over now, Andrew. We never have to deal with her again," she stroked your hair rhythmically, holding your head close. "I'm sure wherever she is now…" Mrs. Graves looked at the empty space where the demon had manifested. "...she's fitting in a lot better than she ever did here." You looked over to the motionless body of your father. You didn’t feel bad about him at all, honestly. The man could barely remember your name, he rarely took the time to talk to you, and wandered around most of the time like a soulless husk already. All the same, you know that your mother loved him.

“What about dad?” you asked.

A heavy sigh from her, followed by her shaking her head. “I’m… sure you did what you had to, sweetheart.” You could have easily left him alone, but… better not mention that part. You have… a lot to explain about these past couple of days.

Your eyes came back into focus as one Rosalind Graves leaned against the doorway to the motel room’s bathroom. She let out a curt chuckle, “I can’t believe you got me to agree to this shit,” she said as she shook her head with a smirk. Ashley was pretty and put together fairly well, but she was just a girl, and before you stood a woman. A sheer babydoll silhouetted her figure perfectly as a pair of lacy panties left noticeable indents in her hips. You extinguished the cigarette in the ashtray as your eyes struggle to leave her. “But… eh, it wouldn’t be the craziest thing that I’ve done today.” She sashayed casually over to the edge of the bed, sitting down beside you and leaning in deeply, her face inches from yours and exposing her cleavage.

“F-Fuck, well-” You struggled to come up with some sort of witty reply, instead tugging at the collar of your sweater as your breaths became shallow. 

“You don’t have to say a thing, I can tell you’re eating this up,” she leaned back, running a hand down her hip. “I know that look all too well,” she bragged, giving a wavy grin as she traced that hand up your leg. A jolt shot through you as it came to a rest on a growing tent in your jeans, slowly dragging her hand up as she gripped the zipper holding you back. “I don’t know what you little freaks have been getting up to…” your heart jumped as you heard your jeans come unzipped, “...but you haven’t seen shit yet.”

Before you knew it you were in bed with your jeans around your ankles and your mother was between your legs, tracing a finger up the underside of your length as she kissed the tip. “Hm. Puts your old man to shame,” she smirked as she suddenly took you into her mouth, her expert tongue wasting no time circling around you. You brought your hand to your mouth as a breathy gasp escaped your lips.

“F-Fuck me,” you sighed, resting a hand on her head, just near her ponytail. Another soft giggle escaped her as she took your entire length into her mouth, causing you to grip into her hair and sending a jolt through her in kind. Looking down, you noticed her move a hand between her legs as she released your length, a string of saliva trailing from her lips. She practically regarded you with awe as she traced it with her eyes.

“Fuck, I need this thing in me now, ” she panted, getting onto her knees and straddling your lap. She grinded against your length as she took it in her hand, moving her panties to the side as your skin met hers, the warmth practically electric. “We don’t have any condoms or anything, so…” she angled her hips forwards, pushing you back slightly as she did. 

“Wait, are we gonna–” your words were cut short as you felt your slick member slip past a tight ring, the head squeezed from all sides. “Fuckyeahweare,” You couldn’t help but lean all the way back as she bore down on you, practically milking the head of your cock with her experienced asshole. Your hips bucked against her ass involuntarily as you gripped into the sheets, eyes clenched shut from the sensation. You never would have guessed she was into this, but… well, yeah, you could actually, given all the things you found in that dresser. You all must have been a little kinky, you suppose. She inched down agonizingly slowly, savoring every squirm, every sound that left your mouth, before your hips met and a gasp left her in kind. “Fuuuuuck, mom–”

“A-Ah, Andrew, just call me ‘Rose,’ alright?”

You stopped for a moment, slightly embarrassed. “S-Sorry, yeah–” you opened your eyes for a moment to see a goddess of a woman in your lap, impaled deep on your cock, biting her knuckle as she looked down. “Ah– fuck.” You can tell you must have had one hell of a look on your face as she quickly regained her momentum, grinding against you as you gripped into her and began to buck against her. As great as it was having her on top, you needed more. You ached for it. Summoning what willpower you had, you kicked your jeans off, pulled her down to you and rolled her onto her back. A look of surprise and a deep red blush crossed her face.

“Well, well,” she started, trying to maintain her bravado. “C-Couldn’t handle going slow, could you?” You lifted her hips up, sliding back in past her ring and getting another gasp out of her. “F-Fuck it, just rut me, ” she growled, grabbing you by the collar and pulling you down to her level, pressing her lips against yours and immediately sliding her tongue into your mouth as she began lifting your sweater up. You never were one to disappoint a lady, so you indulged your own animal instinct, lifting her legs up and thrusting deeply into her ass. She trembled against you as she dug her nails into your shoulders, you responding by breaking off the kiss and licking up her neck before biting into her sensitive skin. A breathy moan left her lips as she arched her back into you, wrapping her legs around your waist. You were ultimately powerless against her.

“Ngh, R-Rose, I-I think I’m–” she suddenly kissed you on the lips again.

“In me, please, ” she pleaded as you moaned into her mouth. Your entire body shuddered as a wave of pleasure overtook you, trying to lodge yourself as deeply into her ass as you could so that every drop she milked from you would stay inside. You only pulled out once her body relaxed and the death grip she had you in loosened, your tired body falling to her side. You stared up at the ceiling, brushing your bangs from your forehead as you both caught your breath, the sheets rustling as she rolled over to drape an arm across your bare chest. 

“So. How’d it compare?” Her smugness returned. You looked down to her to see a familiar smirk and half-lidded eyes looking back at you. You let out a small laugh as you caressed her jaw with the back of your hand, meeting her gaze and returning the smirk.

“Better than hers.”